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LITTLE PIERRE

——

In a humble room in one of the poor-
est streets in London, Pierre, a faith-
ful French boy, sat humming by the
bedside of his sick’ mother. There was
no bread in the closet, and for the
whole day he had not tasted food. Yet
he sat humming to keep up his spirits.
Still at times he thought of his loneli-
ress and hunger, and he could scarcely
keep the tears from his eyes, for he
knew that nothing would be so gratefl
to his poor mother as a good, sweet
orange, and vet he had not a penny in
the world.

The littla song he was singing was
his own; one he had composed, both air
and words—for the child was a genius.

He went to the window, and looking
out, he saw a man putting up a great
bill with vellow letters announecing that
Mme. Masibran would sing that night in
pablic.

“Oh, if T could only go,” thought lit-
tl_o Plerre, and then pausing a moment,

“he_clasped his hands, his eves lizhting

with new hope. Running to the little
stand, -he smoothed his yellow curls,
aind taking from a little box some old
stained paper, gave une eager glance at
his mother, who slept, and ran speedily
from the house.

“Whe dlid ‘you say was waiting for
me?”’ said madame to her servant: “I
am already worn with company.”

“It’s only a very pretty little boy with
yellow ecurls, who sald if Le can just
~See you he is sure you will not be sorry,
and he will not keep you a moment.”

“Oh, well, let him come,” said the
“1 ean

beautiful singer, with a smile.
never refuse children.”

Little Pierre came in, his hat under
his arm, and in his hand a little roll of
 paper.

With manliness unusual for a

child he walked straight to ths lady,
and, bowing, sald: ‘I came to see you
because my mother is very sick, and
we are too poor to get food and medi-

cine. 1 thought, perhaps, that if you
would dng my little song at someyof
concerts, maybe some pt b-

iv'our gran
isher would buy it for a small enm
and so I could get food and medicine
for my mother.” -

The beautiful woman arose from her
seat, Very tall and stately she was.
She took the roll from his hand and
lightly hummed the air.

“Did you compose {t?’ she asked;
“you, a child! And the words? Would
you llke to come to my concert?”’ she
asked.

“Oh, yes!” and the boy’'s eves grew
bright with happiness; “but I couldn’t
leave my mother.”

“I will send somebody to take care
of your mother for the evening, and
there is a crown with which you may

go and get food and medicine. Here
is also one of my tickets, Come to-
night; that will admit you to a seat

near me."”

Almost beside himself with joy, Plerre
bought some oranges, and many a lit-
tle luxury besides, and carried them
home to the poor Invalid, telling her,
not without tears, of his good fortune.

When evening came and Plerre was
admitted to the concert hall he felt
that never in his iife had he been In
such a place

At last she came, and the child sat
with his glance riveted on her glorious

face. Could he belleve that the grand
lady, all blazing with Jjewels, and
whom everybody seemed to worship,

would really sing his little song?

Breathlessly he walted—the band, the
whole band, struck up a plaintive little
melody. He knew it, and clasped his
hands for joy. And oh, how she san
it! It was so simple, so mournful
Many a bright eve dimmed with tears,
and naught could be heard but the
touching words of that little song.

Pierre walked home as if moving on
air.
What cared he for money now? The
eatest singer in all Europe had sung

is little song, and *housands had wept
et his grief.

The next day he was frightened at a
vieit from Madame Mallbran. She laid
her hands on his yellow curls, and talk-
ing to the sick woman said: *“Your
little boy, madame, has brought you a
fortune. 1 was offered this morning.
by the best publisher in London £300
for his little song, and after he has
realized a certain amount from the
sale, little Plerre, here, is to share the
profits. Madame, thank God that your
son has a ft from Heaven.”

The noble-hearted singer and the poor
woman wept together. As to Pierre,
always mindful of Him who watches
over the tired and tempted, he knelt
down by his mother's bedside and of-
fered a simple but eloquent prayer,
asking God's blessing on the kind lady
who had deigned to notice their afflie-
tion,

PETER AND THE FRACTIONS.

The fractions knocked at Peter's door,
And cried “Dividing 2 by 4,
Pray Peter, can you tell us what
The answer would be on the spot?
Or if some person kind should buy
You 7 halves of apple ple,
And we should grab 3 pies away,
How many ples would yvou have, pray?
What s % of 77,
And what is 1-e of 117
And 8 times % is what? i
Is 1 a whole number or not?

all the night the fractions cried
Questions, till Peter nearly died,

he said: “Well, I clearly see

'ﬁﬁé{nmﬂons will keep after me

I take some time from pl'ay
study fractions every day.’

(Cleveland Leader.)

» wish 1 was a boy!” exclaimed little
Polly Martin as she stood watching her
two little brothers performing on a tree
limb. “Girls don’'t have no fun at all—
s0 they don’t!” Then Poliy ran into the
house and the dissatisfaction she felt
over her condition was promptly told to
her mamma.

“What!"” said mamma. “does my little

Gaughter wish to leave me ard be a|
boy?"'—for Polly had begged to be|
dressed in “‘brother Nim's clo'es,”” and

in that way be a boy irstead of “just a
girl what hadn’'t ever any fun.”

“Oh, no, 1 don't wish to leave you,
mamma,” exclaimed Polly. “I just want
to leave myself—little Polly Martin, and
become her brother.”

Mrs. Martin thought busily for a min-
ute; then, rising, sne went inte her
little son's room and brought forth a
pair of soiled, half-worn strap overalls,
a check gingham waist and a pair of
sandals that Nim, two years older than
Polly, hnd ontgrown.

“Come, baby, let mamma say good-by
to her dear little girlie,”” and Mrs. Mar-
tin proceeded io remove the pretty blue
hair ribbon and the freshly laundered
white frock from little Polly prepara-
tory te ‘‘turning her into a boy.”

Ten minutes later the front door
opened and out ran a queer-looking lit-
tle chap with a _girlish baby face and
flowing curls. Polly had ropped her

idantity when she dropped her frock.
“Mercy, it's fun being a boy!"” she ex-

claimel, as she ran down the road to
the playground where half an hour ago
her brothers had been disporting them-
selves llke monkeys in a tree. But the
boys had gone, much to Poliy's disap-
pointment. Just as she was about to re-
turn to the house the thought struck
her that such conduct would be de-
cidedly unboylike. No, she must look
for some other companions to play with
since her brothers had betaken them-
selves off.

Looking about her for some chance
children who might have strayed that

small boys who weré
sticks. Polly not having reached the
age of discrimination, hastened toward
her discovery. On seeing her advancing
the fearless riders checked their frac-
tious steeds and curiously awaited her
coming. These little fellows were dirty-
faced and dusty-handed urchins whose
scant, rafged clothing hardly covered
their bodies. But they were boys—
epough for Polly who had suddenly be-
come a boy herself.

When within a few feet of the small
strangers Polly came to a halt. The
larger and dirtier of the two urchins
made the first advancement by sticking
his tongue out at her and saving ex-
pressively ‘“Ya-ya-a!"

Polly stood silent, not knowing just
how to respond to this unusual form" ef
greeting. en, suppost it was the
boyish thing to do, she t st out her
lli‘t)tle head and made a wry face at the

Y.

“Smarty, smarty!” yelled both of the
urchins in chorus. Then the larger one

ut his little fingers in the corners
Eis eyes and drew them down until they
looked most frightful. Polly, being of a
humorous turn of mind, laughed. He
looked =o ridiculous.

“Shut up!” commanded the boy.

smaller one. “You loock like a girl

| Better go get a hair cut.”

Polly stood her ground and made an-
other face. If it was a quarrel—well,
she'd do her best to be a bov.

“Skinny kin lick you,” bragged
larger boy, jerking the smaller one for-

” -y .y
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“I'M A BOY,” EXPLAINED POLLY, A BIT DOWNCAST.

way, she saw down a side strest two |
riding . bfoom- |

of |

“Where'd you come from?’ asked the |

the |

fard. Skinny shook his grimy fists in
Polly's face.

“He can’t either,”” declared Polly, de-
fiantly. She would be no coward—in-
deed she wouldn't.

‘‘Show her, Skinny,” cried the big boy.

Skinny came close to Polly and thrust
his tongue out at her. Then he picked
up a handful of dirt and tossed it in her

face. Polly's girl Instinct was to run
away as fast as her legs could carry
her, but her boy instinct told her to

stand her ground. She rubbed the dust
from her eyes on her sleeve and crowded

back the tears. One thought guided
ber—she must prove true to her boy-
bood. Stooping suddenly, she picked u

a small pebble and threw it at the of-
fender, who was making mouths at her.
The missile struck him on the shoulder.

In another instant Polly was prone on
Lher back in the dust, and Skinny was
thumping her soundly. Then Polly, for-
getting she wa= no longer a girl, began
to cry at the top of her voice. Skinny,
being called ¢ by the referee (the
larger boy), got astride his horse again,
and away the two urchins gz\llorod
down the street, ealling back to Polly
“Girlboy! Coward!”

Poor Polly picked herself up and
shook the dirt from her overalls.

After all, being a boy meant a great
deal more than Polly had dreamed of.
Wiping her face as clean as possibie on
her sleeves, Polly started homeward.
Near her own gate she met Bessie Tur-
ner, who was her little chum. Bessie
had called to spend an hour playing
“house,” and she had her dolly with her.
On beholding Polly Eessie opened her
eves and cried out in a horrifled voice: i
W'y, Polly Martin! Aren’t you

a-s-h-a-m-e-d!"”’ a
“I'm a doy,” explained Polly, a bit
downcast.

“Well,

we aren't chums any 1-0-n-ge

e-r. I'll go and play with Kitty Instead
of you.” And the shocked little miss
turned away with her nose in the ailr.
“Ugh!" she snifferdd, ‘T wouldn't be a boy
for anything—and such a d-j-r-t-y
one’ ——

Polly stood looking after her departing
chum_ and a heaviness came in her little
gingham-covered breast. Then she glane-
ed down at the soiled overalls and worn-
out sandals. How niee it would have
been to have had Bessle stay and plag
““house.”” After all, it wasg not so muc
fun being a boy, ‘less one was born that’

way.

Just then Nim and Bob, Polly's!
brothers, came running home. When
their eves fell cn Polly they both laugh-
ed. Then Bob, the elder, sald: “Say Pol,
Qves mamma know you have those togs,
on?" J

“You ought to be ashamed.,” declared
Nim.” You look like those kids that live
back down the alley. What you been \xg
to. any way? Your face is all covere
with dirt.”

“I'm a boy,” whimpered poor Polly.
“Mamma knows I'm your brother ’stead
of your sister.”

“Well, you're a poor excuse for a boy,"”
declared Nim. “‘As a little sister you;
lare ought of sight. So,_ if you can find
| Polly I'd advise you to exchange clothes
with her again.”

Polly went slowly into the house. She
found her mother napping on the sofa
in' the sitting room. Very quietly the
little girl slipped out of the overalls and

ut on her pretty white frock that still
{:unz ‘over a chair in the room. Then
she crept to the bathroom and sponged
her face ‘and hands. On returning to
the room her mamma was still sleeping,
so she drew her chair near the couch,
and, with dolly in her arms, she sat
iwamnx for hef mamma’s eyes to opemn.
} And they did open pretty soon, and you
| may better belleve that they looked
i gladly on the returned Polly—a girl once
f more.

“I don’t like being a boy,” whispered
]Pn}ly in her mamma’'s ear.”'I wish to be |
'jusz plain Polly Martin, and I'd like a |
cooky, please, mamma. Then, if youl
don't mind. I'd like to go to Bessie's and |
rlay ‘house’ a little while.” |

And of course mamma kissed her and

sald “yes.”

ROGER TH

Both bors wpre a long face. It was
clear that they were moping about
something, and that whatever thoy
were about to do went decidedly against
the grain

“I'm certain he will be
clared Lewis, crabbedly.

a stick,” de-

“Yes, or a sissy,” answered George.
“] heard Uncle Dan say he was the
kind of a boy to miss a game of cricket

or a boat race if his work was not fin-
ished.”

Little Joe then spoke up and reminded
his brothers that their cousin Donald
was bringing a fox terrier on the
steamer with him and they could have
fun with the dog, anyway.

Lewis and George remembered that
they had always wanted a dog and had
never been permitted to have one, and
so they wondered if thelr cousin was
to be made a favorite, The very thought
made them still more determined that
they would not like Cousin Donald.

“All ready, boys!"” shouted Unecle Dan.

“We have just time to walk to the
train. If this telegram is reliable we
shall reach the city in time to see the

big boat steam up to her dock.”

In spite of themselves the boys were
curious, but the idea of having their
serious English cousgin with them
whole year gave them pictures cof a
solemn, sober, dull time. For these
three Benedict boys, living with their
uncle, were accustomed to the llveliest

kinds of fun. Besides, Donald was
coming from an elegant old home in
England to a very plain American home.
In imagination they could see his fine
airs and his superior mannsrs. One
thing was certain, they would soon
break him In and show him what
rugged American life was like, If he
had any backbone at all

Among the passengers on deck as the
steamer moved slowly In was a slender
boy, looking eagerly down at the crowd
on the dock, All about him were those
who recognized friends., and the way
they exchanged greetings made Donald
a trifle lonesome.

Not so was it with Roger, the fine fox
terrier at his side. The dog was all ex-
citement, as could 1 seen by his quick
motions and his cocked ears He kept
{;ushing his nose Into Donald’s hand as

f to say, “Why don't we get down into

E TERRIER

that crowd? Do let us got away from
this old boat. I want to take a real
run.” The trunks began to rattle down |
the chute and Roger began to bark. 1

At that moment Donald caught sight
of his Uncle Dan and started wildly for
the gangplank. Roger took the hint
and bounded ahead with such foree that
his cord was jerked out of Don's hand.
{ It happened, that Roger spied the
steward's dog and dashed away after
{ him. Donald followed and just saw his
pet terrier tumble over the stern.

It took Don but an instant to decide
that, though Roger could swim, nobody
would care enough for a dog to rescue
him. Besides, both passengers and salil-
ors were all occupled in getting ashore.

Uncle Dan and the three Benedict
boys had seen Donald's chasesand they
followed along the deck in the direction
he had gone. They were In time to see
a slim figure, without coat and without
hat, plunge headforemost into the water,
It was Don to the rescue.

Now a "man overboard" is very differ-
ent from a dog overboard,

too,

and

nearly
everybody found time to stop and see
what could be done Roger and Deon
were paddling around together, and a
rope was hastily thrown to him 1 hx.--.‘
Don quickly and skiilfuliy knotted into |
a loop, treading water to keep himself |
afloat. Then he siipped the loop over |
his head and body to a point just below |
the hips, so that when the rope was |
drawn tight the noose made a sort of |
seat for him. With his left hand he |

steadied himself by the rope. Then tak- |
ing up Roger in his right arm he told

the s<eilors to hoist away. {
He w soon y on board. Put- |
ting on his jacket d hat he hastened,

dripping, to meet his uncle and his cou-
sins,

“Well, my boy, you h
chiily reception to Ame

» |
Dan, grasping his hands warmly;
I think your cousins here will soon |
be able to warm vou up.” |
To tell the truth the cousins were
Just about speechless. The nerve of
their visitor had robbed them of the |
disgltke they knew the were going to
feel. and had made Don instead almost !
a nero. The Benedict boys felt small |
beside him, but he was 80 cool and at |
{the same time so cordial that he won |
them all before they could get uw-.l

from the dock.

whether it
It is merely a matter of judgment and common sense.

Fand they chatted like sparrows.

{ with
| was thin and ve

she had reeentl

{ not

THE PUZZLE

OF THE SHIPS '

T we—

By studying this picture just as !%u would study the scene

say whether or
or leaving port,

t in reality,
is

you can
entering

if you saw
not this ship is near a harbor and
There is no “ecatch” in the picture.

SHIPWRECKED.

“There! Isn't that about sailing
enough?’ asked Mr. Drake, as he re-
versed the tiller and swung the cat-
boat across the wind,

“Just  one more—more tack. papa,
please.”” cried Ellen, her eyes dancing
and her hands patting each other.
“Just one more!”

-“All right,”” laughed Mr. Drake,
“We'll tack toward that point then.
That will be a mile or more. Keep a

sharp lookout for whales and icebergs
and castaway islands.”

“O-oh! papa! mamma!” cried Ellen,
suddenly. “What is that right in front
of us—dead ahead, I mean?”

“Nothing that I see—ch, you mean

that little black spot yonder. A float-
ing bit of timber, I think. But {t's
off our course.”

*“It ought to be on my tack.” she

begged. “I'm to have a long one, you
know. Why, papa,” her hands once

more commencing to pat each other,
“it might be a wreck, with survivors.”

Mr. Drake swung the tiller a little.
“All right. Ellen,” he s;g{d. good-
naturedly. *“It's your rescue.

Ten minutes later he ran alongside
some bits of timber. As the stern of
the boat swung round, almost grazing
them, there was. a sudden glad
“m-e-o-w,” anda tiny ball of black fur
sprang on boAgd.end into Ellen's lap,

whkere it curled up Mnto ecstatic pur-
rings.
“Well, I de-clare,”, said Mr. Drake,

“if it isn't a rescue, after alll’

ISOBEL’S SEAT MATE.

The idea of school was very pleasant
to Isobel.

In the first place she was to be in|
Miss Van Wyck's rooms;, and Miss Van |
Wyck was by all odds the sweetest[
teacher in school, as every girl admitted.

In tne second place, she was tired of
vacation. She was tired of the plazza
of the hotel where they. had spent the
summer,  She was weary of clean white
clothes, and carefully brushed hair and
people every minute. Her ideal of sum-
mer was different, but her mother liked
fashionable places. so, of course, there
were no sweaters and camping and
knocking about.

Her own room and her book case full
of books were most inviting and her
plain school frock felt more comfort-
able than anything she had put on for
months.

The morning was crisp and cool, and
the sunshine was very bright.

She enjoy 2d the walk to school and she
enjoyed the first glimpse of the girls

tanding on the stone doorstep. Every

was so glad to see every one else,

“Did you have a good time?” ‘“Per+
fectly fine.” ‘““Where did you go?” and
then came an answering tide.of names
of places and talks of golf and swimming
and paddling.

There were only a few new girls en-
tered, for Miss Damon's school was not
large and the children who began in the
primary class were pretiy sure to stay
through until they went- to boarding
school or college.

Miss Damon called them into the as—;
sembly room and gave them a nice little
talk and a welcome and then they sang
some songs and went back to their re-
spective rooms.

When Isobel's desk was given to her,
she found to her great disappointment
thaf” her seat mate “was 'a new girl
She and Martha Chester had expected
to sit together, of course, and Martha's
face looked like a thunder cloud when
she found herself sitting with Mary
Arthur, whom she did not like. .

Martha motioned to Isobel to go and
make a fuss right away, but Isobel
saw that Miss Van Wyck was busy
and confused with the things to be
done, and she decided to wait until
later to ask to be reseated.

She whispered this across to Martha,
who agreed sullenly and settled down

. “Come

Isobel said she preferred to walt
until tomeorrow at least before making
a fuss, for Miss Van Wyck had so
many things to attend to.

At that Martha flounced off and
joined the group of girls who were
opening their lunches over in one cor-
ner of the school room.
on, Isobel, hustle,”
called. “the fgod'li be gone
cause it's terribly good.”

ean ‘'was sitting alonc ‘v her seat
eating. her little luncheon daintily.
There was something very lonesome
about her look.and attitude.

sobel wcr\:l 40 her desk, pulled out
her box of luincheon, laid it upon the
desk where the girls were eating.
Picking out a sandwich she returned
to her seat and sat beside Jean. The
girls gasped. What did Isobel mean?
But, then, Isobel always was doing
crazy things.; She'd get over it.

“Been- away for the summer?” Iso-
bel asked Jean. :

N9, was the repl{‘, “we’'ve been at
home all summer. amma hoped to
send me, but she couldn't manage jt.
My father died last spring and othar
has to. be very careful. And she did
‘want me 10 come here to school aad
that costs'a good deal, you know.”

Isobel did not know. She had rever
thought of its being a 3pecial priviiege
to éAttend Miss Damon’'s. it was just
natural—what all the g'ris did.

“Wasn't it hot in" town?”
Isobel.

“Sometimes, very,” replied Jean, “but
we always had plenty to do, and yoa
forget when vou're working and then
I had plenty of books trom the library
for the times I wasn’'t busv.”

“Oh, don't you like to read?’ cried
Isobel, enthusiastically.

Jean's face lighted up as lsooel had
not before seen jt.

“I don’'t know what 1 should ever do
if I couldn’t,” she said. *‘You can just
live inside a k., can't you?”

1 hardly got a chance xull summer,”
said Isobel, ruefully, “there was so
much going on. Every time I started,

they
quick,

mqguired

.

would want me to dress up or some-
. 1 guess you had a better time
than T did.”

‘I'Except—occasionaﬂy." Jean said sob-
erly.
“What does your mother 10?" in-
quired Isobel.

to her books.
Isobel's seat mate was a curiocus lit-

‘She makes shirt waists,” the girl
:\m;!wered simply. “She does it very
well.”"

isobel was silent. What wculd the

girls say? What would they do? A

s

e
et
-

tle girl, o3
white

a plain black

She wore

cuffs and colar. Her face

the tanned faces around her.
idently had not had a ation.

At time Is¢ spoke to
Her was Jean S rart. She
come to li.n‘r.'l_‘\. She
an apartmnet a few blocks
school with her mother and

She ev-

recess
name

her.
sald

lved
from
uncle.

Isobel could see that Jean was timid
and she could also see that she was
not the kind of girl who would be verv
popular Isobel was =zorry, for it was
pleasant -to be at Miss Damon's
and have the girls slight you.

in
the

Martha pulled Isobel into a corner
to talk over their affairs. She s
Miss Van Wyck would have to change
their seats or she would go straight to

Miss Damon.

y’

y white in contrast to |

dress dressmaker's daughter in Miss Damon's

some one would interrupt or mamma |

|
|
|

“Isobel,” sald Mrs. Srtickland one
morning, “you must “be thinking akout
your winter dresses. ] see you are
wearing those blue serge sailor suits
all the time."”

0O, but, mamma,” replied Isobel,
“these are what I like. and mcst all the
wear them. I don't want to be
d up at school and Miss Damon
k plain things, too.”

“But, child, T can’t have you shabby.
You must have a new winter suit and
plenty of shirt waists, Have Anna go
with you this afternoon and order a
coat and skirt and half a dozen waists."

“I've got lots of lessons,” said Isobel,
ruefully.

i Anna had been her nurse when she was
a baby, and had never been able to re-

$10 a# piece. Sixt--

{ine. The models were not particulariy
pretty either.

“Anna,” said Iscbel, decisively. “I've
decided nct to take any of these. T
don't like therh.”

“But your mother wanted you,” began
Anna, surnrised.
| *“Mother won't care where they come
!fr:\m as long as they are pretty. I
know a new p

They went ne. Isobel sent Anna
into the hcuse.

“T'll be back to dinner,” she said.

Theén she went to the apartment b

the bell,
The
1

partment they

an herself ope
:d surprised at seeing Isobel
“Hello,"sald Ischel, gayly. *“De

mother would be willir
r some walsts?”
Jean’s pleasure glowed from her eyves.

such recklessness. Isobel was only too
sure her mother would. It w

agreed

school. “a T iq 4
| O she - ¢ she o
Recess was over. Lessons came and | . ‘g“. x;"“:'}x - She would,” she cried.
went, but Isobel’s mind was busiler \\'I(h] “‘, Q 2
" A e Mrs. Stewart was as dainty and al-
thing outside ths nside he w | - B N S
| ;‘ :1‘:‘ ‘ll hx‘ T,L‘: itside: than inside s | most as 51.*le as Isobel's mother, b
£ I XS, or and it} ine little lines Y
After schoo! Martha came to her l her r‘ '2' T~ little “lines abont
‘Will you come ard see Miss Van! " 3 "7 % = LT
vek demanded. | I'T“.hl b esdeon ( .-mrmsTJ .\\l“,‘ 4””' sam-
| Isobel - aol s | ples and models Mrs. Stewart had in
! . s s : ..y | the back room, which she used for
| eried M H‘]ﬂul. .I her workshop. She ordered so many
! going to do any- }lmt Mrs. Stewart laughed and asked
i replied Tsobel. *I Mke|DR® r if her mother would approve
|
| h

er.

For a whole week Martha Chester
| would not speak to Isobel. But
»’w.-u'f.lA and Jean proved to be very good
{ comp v. And isobel had other rea-
lsuns, too. The girls began to treat Jean

politely.

that they were to be a surpri
Strickland.

“I just know she’ll want some of her
own,” sald Isobel. “She'll be jealous
of my finding lovely ones.”

“I'm so glad you cared to ccme,”

to Mrs,

By EUPHEMIA HOLDEN.

“*Goodness, Isobel, you must take an
Interest in someth besides books or
you'll be just ltke ur father. Dom't !

member Jsobel wasn't a babv any mgqre.
Isobel looked at the waist samples. |
The cheapest waists they made were!

dollars for her win-,
| ter’s shirt waists. That set Isobel think- |

{ing where Jean Stewart lived and rang |

of | And

re-!

ISOBEL GOES SHOPPING

of you so many times. You have made
school a delight to her. She dreaded,
at first, going to where the girls were
all so much better off and all acquaint-
ed with each other. But you made that
smooth for her. I think I appreciate it
even more than she does."

“Mamaz, “you coulan’'t,”” said Jean,
quickly

Isobel's eves filled with tears.

“Why, I didn’'t know I did much.”
she said. “YI just sat with Jean in-
stead of going with Martha Chester.

Jean and I really have more things
we like. Martha never cares to
or talk about bocks or imagine things
—though she's a nice girl’ she ed,
hastily. “Jean will find so some day,
too.”

“I think it is the things we do for
{ others without thinking that are the

be an intellectual girl, I couldn’t bear | things which come closest,” said Mrs.
it. ] | Stewart, ana there were little tears in
Mrs. Strickland smiled gayly and| per eves too.
trailed out of the room, her soft, 2au- | “What a little thing to thank me
tiful gown flowing after her. S | for,” Isobe! thought, as she . walk:
young and wver prett—, slowly homeward. 1" didn't mind
devoted to gayeties than e Martha's being mad. None of the oth-
band or her dauchter. er gi mothers would have thanked
After Iuncheon Iscbel found Anna|me for sitting with their daughters. I
| ready to go to the stores with her. | wonder if trouble always makes peo-

ple sweet like the Stewarts and I won-
der what the trouble was.”

And when Isobel got back to her
studies she wrote a compasition on
“Gratitude” and Miss Van Wyck mark-
ed it, “Thoughtfui and excellent.”

| IF I WERE YOU.

{If I a little girl could be,
Well—just like you,
With lips as rosy, cheeks as fair,
Such eves of blue, and shining hatr,
What do you think I'd do?
I'd wear so bright and sweet a smile,
I'd he so loving all the while,
I'd be so helnful with my hand,
So -quick and gentle to command,
Ycu soon wounld see
vervone one weuld turn to say
»d to meet that child today,”
Y es. my girl, that's what I'd do,
f I were you.

chanced to be a boy,
Like some I know,
With erisp curils sparkling in the sum,
| And eves all beaming bright with fun—
Ah, if T could be so,

Or. if T

y | I'd strive and strive with all my might

{ To be so true. so brave, peolite,

That in me each one might behold

A hero, as in days of old.

"Twould be a j¢ <

FT-‘\ hear one, looking at me, say,
{ “My -cheer and comfort all the day.”
|Y"s. if T were a boy, I Kknow

[ “would beé so.
| —Sunshine Bulletin.

FOR READY RIDDLERS.
‘u\t sunset sharp [ open my eyve,
| all night long watch the ships go

{ Just
Mostly
| And never ti
{ Wor if it did great shi
“nd so until the
|1 stare in s ine oubh the night,
And the sailors coming in from sea

1t eye is set in my head,

a

]pllul Mrs. Stewart, “Jean has spoken Greet my eye with a blessing on me,

i ey 2

?




